Industrial Research, the Medical Research Council, the Agricultural Research Council, and the Nature Conservancy.
As he explained in a little book published in 1963, Science and politics, the Councils formed the structural link between government and science and provided the means of assuring government money for science without sacrificing either academic independence or scientific integrity. The Research Councils enabled research to be insulated-or at least semi-detached-from the executive business of government and its interdepartmental tensions.
By intellect and inclination Hailsham was well qualified for the job. It enabled him to indulge his speculations about the nature of the Universe. His attitude to science was enlightened. He asserted more than once that science is an intrinsic part of culture: part of ethics and religion and philosophy and art. Emphatically for him science is not a separate culture of its own. There was more of Shakespeare than Aristotle in Rutherford, he said, and more of Bach than Bradshaw in a first-class statistician.
He thought much about the relationship between science and government-the name he gave his Fawley Lecture of 1961. There was an inherent tension between the two. Science is primarily about truth, whereas government is about power. The danger in the marriage, particularly in the field of defence, was that each side risked being corrupted-science because it might become the servant of a tyranny, and government because science places irresistible force in its hand. The business of the minister who is, as Hailsham was, responsible to government for science is to be vigilant at all times about these risks. He thought that the best way of regarding the relationship was to think of government as a midwife, or perhaps an impresario, for science. Because it is the product of the free-ranging quality of the human intellect, science is something that cannot be bought or ordered about. It needed a patron, not a master. And as he said in his Fawley Lecture, the foundation of The Royal Society in the seventeenth century established from the first that in its relationship with science, government 'did not seek to dictate its results, administer its affairs, or predetermine its conclusions, but could not disinterest itself in its health'.
Quintin Hogg was born on 9 October 1907 into a comfortable Edwardian home. He was the elder son of Douglas Hogg, a successful barrister, and Elizabeth Trimble Brown of Nashville, Tennessee, a lady of great beauty and social accomplishment. There was an unnatural resemblance between the careers of father and son. Both were hijacked into government from their chosen profession of the law, both were in the running for the leadership of the Conservative Party, both became Lord Chancellor. But in their personalities and the tendencies of their minds they were very different. Douglas Hogg was reserved and withdrawn, a man of the traditional Right who distrusted two individuals above all others: the Roman Pope and Winston Churchill. His son was emotional and impulsive, and confessed that, but for Douglas's advocacy, he might have joined the majority of his intellectual contemporaries and become a socialist. And while he was at Oxford he was befriended by Fr. D'Arcy and Fr. Corbishley, both prominent Jesuits of Campion Hall. He consulted these outstanding teachers at all the spiritual crises of his life. However, in spite of his father's fears, he was never tempted by the Roman church and remained a devout Anglican all his life. In an increasingly secular age he was one of the few remaining public figures to continue to proclaim his faith in public as well as to practise it in private.
Hogg had an outstanding academic mind and his long list of distinctions began early. From being Captain of the School at Eton (an academic appointment) and Newcastle Scholar, he moved-it seemed inevitably-to a Double First in Mods and Greats at Oxford and a Fellowship at All Souls. He did not underrate the quality of his own mind and a strain of arrogance was apparent from the first. 'Quintin was inclined to flaunt his intellect', said his clerk at the Bar (not a bad quarter from which to make a judgement); 'he most certainly suffered fools badly'. These tendencies remained with him through his public life and did not help him.
In 1928 Douglas Hogg accepted the appointment of Lord Chancellor and took the customary peerage, which was then hereditary. Neville Chamberlain was dismayed. He had hoped that Hogg might succeed Baldwin as Prime Minister. His son Quintin was more than dismayed. He knew that the title he would one day inherit would limit the political ambition he had nursed since his Oxford days. Like an invisible barrier it would prevent him from becoming Prime Minister or from holding any of the great offices of state that were also power centres. None of these were in practice open to a member of the emasculated Upper House. And there was then no method of disclaiming a peerage. 'Melancholy congratulations. Reform Lords', he wired his father. The peerage hung like a suspended sentence over his head for 22 years until the father he loved with true filial piety died in 1950.
Quintin Hogg's early successes were achieved in the familiar male world of Eton, Oxford and the Bar. They did not equip him for his first serious encounter with a woman. In 1932 he met Natalie Sullivan, a Canadian who was acting as the Conservative Party agent in the Salisbury constituency where Hogg was speaking. She was ambitious, mondaine, and with a sexual glamour about her which quickly captivated him. They were rapidly engaged. Hogg's father thought it too quick, and her family were filled with foreboding. The young Hogg found that his fiancée could not have children, but honour precluded his breaking off the engagement. There were storms from the start. The marriage lasted for 10 years, until Hogg returned from the war in the Middle East and found his wife with a Free French officer in the house. He urged her to give her lover up, but she would not, and they were divorced. The sense of failure and the stigma of divorce continued to haunt him for years.
Fortunately, Hogg's father and younger brother persuaded him that he should not condemn himself to a life of celibacy in which sexual companionship would always have to be illicit. He soon met Mary Martin, a young Irish woman of classic looks and manners. She was living with her aunt, Lady Townsend, who had been Chairman of the Constituency Association for Oxford City, the constituency for which Hogg then sat. The union which quickly followed in 1944 lasted until it was tragically ended by Mary's death in a riding accident in Australia in 1978. His first marriage was a mistake; the second gave him the secure family anchorage that he needed and had always wanted. And it gave him his five children.
After leaving Oxford, Hogg started to practise at the Bar. He wanted to go into politics as soon as he could, but his father advised him that politics was an uncertain trade and that he should build a sound legal practice first. So it was not until 1938 that he contested his first seat, Oxford City, in an unexpected by-election. When it began no one realized that the election would be fought other than on parochial issues. But in the middle of the campaign Neville Chamberlain made his fateful visit to Munich. Hogg's Labour and Liberal opponents stood down in favour of A.D. Lindsay, the Master of Balliol. Lindsay was a formidable opponent, a Christian Socialist and a well-known figure in Oxford, who represented a ragtag alliance of those opposed to the Munich settlement, which it became Hogg's duty to defend in the Conservative interest. Hogg won by a substantial margin and continued to support the discredited agreement with Hitler for the rest of his life. He always refused to judge the sacrifice of Czechoslovakia on moral grounds, but based his case, then and since, on expediency, arguing that the settlement gave Britain the breathing space that was vital to prepare herself, spiritually as well as physically, for the coming war.
When the war did come, a year later, Hogg volunteered for the Army. He was posted to Lincolnshire when the critical Norway debate took place in May 1940. The result removed the weak hand of Neville Chamberlain from the direction of the war. Hogg went down to Westminster with many other uniformed members to take part in the debate. He dithered until the last minute how to vote. In the end he went into the lobby against the government and then felt ashamed of voting against his leader. But, as he soon realized, he had no need to feel as he did. Winston Churchill, his father's bête noir, came to power. Hitler had given this muchdistrusted politician the chance to prove his greatness, and Quintin Hogg joined the multitude of his countrymen for whom Churchill became the incomparable hero.
Hogg was sent out to the Western Desert, where he was wounded. There followed a spell in Beirut, where he was given a liaison job between the Army and the Free French. But he was bored and frustrated by not being able to fight. He decided to come home, where he hoped he could make a more tangible contribution. He was back in England at the end of 1942. With victory at Alamein the tide of the war was turning at last, and he turned his own attention to the future of postwar Britain. The Beveridge Report had just been published, recommending a revolutionary welfare programme. Hogg joined the Tory Reform Group, a small ginger group of young officers who planned to support the Beveridge plan entire and attack the complacency in their own party. These officers had first-hand knowledge of opinion in the Forces, and knew that the Britain of the 1930s, with little or no security in jobs or homes, could never be recreated. The spirit that was abroad was 'never again'. Hogg's oratory in the Commons and his journalism in this period were passionate and eloquent, and he became a thorn in the side of the government. 'If you do not give the people social reform', he said, 'they are going to give you social revolution'. He was to be vindicated dramatically in the General Election of 1945, when not even Churchill's leadership could save the Conservatives from obliteration.
This episode in Quintin Hogg's life is worth remarking. He has often been taken for a rightwing Tory, even reactionary in his views. But, at least until he became converted to Mrs Thatcher's brand of Conservatism, the label was false. His instincts were liberal and his opinions made him what he called himself, 'a despised left-wing Conservative'.
He retained his Oxford seat in the landslide Labour victory of 1945, but was soon disenchanted with opposition politics. He went back to the Bar and hoped for a 'quiet judicial bench' in due course. Or so he said. But those who knew him best were confident that he would return to public life. He did not do so, however, until 1955, by which time he had become a reluctant peer and Lord Hailsham instead of Quintin Hogg. At this point Anthony Eden, the new Prime Minister, offered him the ill-paid spare-part job of Paymaster-General. He turned it down and was promptly offered the Admiralty. This was a different matter. Although not carrying a seat in the Cabinet, the office of First Lord was an illustrious one. He took it and so entered the world of the government front bench. Apart from the Wilson and Callaghan years of opposition, he never again left it until he retired in 1987.
He could not have known when he accepted the Admiralty that Britain would at once be engulfed in the Suez crisis. But had he known, he would have expected that as one of the service ministers he would be kept closely informed if an armed intervention was in prospect. It was not to be. Eden kept his plans to himself and misled both the public and the House.
Hailsham guessed that cooperation with the Israelis was part of the plan but he was never told. Mountbatten, the First Sea Lord, was disturbed about Eden's determination to invade Egypt and so flout the quite unambiguous United Nations Resolutions that had been passed. In November 1956, Mountbatten wrote to the Prime Minister begging him to turn back the assault convoy that was by then on its way to Egypt. Eden refused. Mountbatten turned to Hailsham, asking him to 'give me an order to stay or go'. Hailsham regarded the outburst as an aberration. 'Dickie was having a brainstorm', he afterwards wrote. He ordered Mountbatten to stay at his post and told him that if anyone was to resign, it would be himself. In fact, he did think of resigning on the ground of Eden's failure to keep him informed. He could hardly carry out his ministerial duty if he did not know the plans for the Navy. But he did not do so because he felt that it would be letting down the officers and men of the Navy if their political chief left his post.
Hailsham was deeply upset by the whole humiliating affair, not least by the sanctimonious attitude of the Americans who had effectively made the operation in the Canal impossible when it was on the brink of success. He spoke for many of his countrymen when he said, 'We do not mind being criticised; we are quite prepared to answer criticism, because we believe that discussion, and that events as they happen, will prove us right. But we will not be sermonised…. ' Eden, who was made ill by the crisis, was quickly replaced as Prime Minister by Harold Macmillan, the man who had first been among the most gung-ho in favour of the Suez operation and then went sharply into reverse because of the gathering financial crisis, which he believed had made abandonment necessary. 'First in, first out', was Harold Wilson's unkind but accurate summary. The episode well illustrated Macmillan's leading characteristic, a ruthless political adroitness. It was to keep him in office for the next six years, the most crucial of Hailsham's career. Hailsham's personal fortunes turned on his relationship with Harold Macmillan. But there was no natural rapport between the two, and Hailsham never fathomed the unpredictable and complex personality of his leader. After the unexpectedly decisive victory at the polls in 1959, for which Hailsham was entitled to a large share of the credit, Macmillan appeared to cool towards him. Then, two or three years later and for no visible reason, he seemed to be grooming him to succeed to the leadership. Finally, when the contest was hot in 1963, he suddenly-and fatally-withdrew his support. Or this was how events appeared to a bewildered Hailsham. In fact, these changes of tack reflected Macmillan's fluctuating view of Hailsham's temperament. At bad times he distrusted Hailsham's judgement; at good times he thought his natural élan was an election winner. The trouble was that he was never able to settle his mind on the subject.
At the end of 1957, after Hailsham had had a short spell at Education, Macmillan appointed him to be Chairman of the Party. It was an inspired idea. As usual, Hailsham analysed the desiderata for the job. He concluded that it required pugnacity and that a touch of vulgarity would be in order. The important thing was to attract maximum attention and overcome apathy. His method of doing so turned him into a legend up and down the country. Everyone remembers the sheer theatre of his bathing in the October sea at Brighton, and how he rang the handbell to toll the death of the Labour Party. He enjoyed these antics and they were hugely successful. But the fastidious Macmillan was not enraptured and thought his Chairman might be stealing the limelight. Afterwards Hailsham believed that he had handicapped himself. 'That bloody bell hung round my neck as if I were a Swiss cow', he said many years later in a television interview.
Hailsham survived the 'night of the long knives' in July 1962, when Macmillan dismissed a third of his Cabinet. Then in 1963 he was chosen to lead the British delegation to Moscow in the successful negotiations for a nuclear test ban treaty. This was a surprise choice and a doubtful one. His instructions were to play second fiddle to the Americans, who were led by the highly experienced Averell Harriman. Hailsham never enjoyed a subordinate role and predictably fell out with Harriman. This was not forgotten in Washington, from where it was made clear a few months later that Hailsham would not be particularly welcome if he won the leadership race.
Through 1963 the government was dragged down by a series of security and sex scandals, culminating in the damaging Profumo affair. Macmillan's grip seemed to be weakening, as his then undiagnosed prostate disease progressed. He dithered about whether he should go on or make way for a successor. Finally, before he had made his mind up, he collapsed at a Cabinet meeting on the eve of the Party conference and had to be taken to hospital. From his sickbed he sent a message up to the conference in Blackpool asking that a new leader be chosen 'by the usual processes of consultation'. He sent his son, Maurice, and son-in-law, Julian Amery, up to Blackpool with instructions to support Hailsham's candidacy. The ensuing contest took place under arc-light publicity and resembled nothing so much as an American party convention. Hailsham became very excited and in an emotional announcement informed the faithful that he proposed to disclaim his peerage-as was now possible. The other contestants were Butler, for whom the whole pantomime was highly distasteful, and the hitherto little-regarded Home, who also announced the disclaimer of his peerage.
Reports of Hailsham's excitable behaviour were brought to Macmillan's bedside and the ailing leader was duly shocked. He had always taken the view that Butler could not make a good leader and was determined to stop him. Now his worst fears about Hailsham's volatility seemed to be realized. He turned to Home, who was a more willing-and active-candidate than his demeanour showed. In a week of Byzantine manoeuvres, orchestrated from his sickbed, Macmillan engineered the choice of Home from informal straw polls taken in the Cabinet, among Conservative members in the Commons, and in the constituencies. The young Queen visited him in hospital and received his advice. He gave her no choice, and Home kissed hands before a revolt could be got on its feet.
This method of choosing a Prime Minister was highly unsatisfactory and was never repeated. It was also of doubtful constitutional validity. Hailsham himself felt that he had been misrepresented and ill used. He never understood why Macmillan had dropped him. 'The client lost his nerve', he told Ian Gilmour, a loyal campaign manager and a pupil of his at the Bar. Hailsham thought that Home was a disastrous choice. But with characteristic loyalty he agreed at once to serve the new Prime Minister. In his assessment of Home he was surely right, for Home belonged to an older order of things, had little experience of home affairs, and was no match for Harold Wilson (F.R.S. 1969). The government was bundled out within a year. Hailsham returned to the Bar yet again, and with a heavy heart. He seemed to have lost all on the throw.
It was a low point, and his defeat in the leadership contest ended any expectation that he could ever lead the Party. What lay ahead was far from clear. In the immediate future it turned out to be race relations and immigration. At the beginning of 1968 there was a large influx of Kenyan Asians, made stateless by the newly independent Kenya. The growing feeling in the country, whipped up into unpleasant emotion by the oratory of Enoch Powell, was that drastic measures must be taken to prevent racial strife, even that some immigrants should be sent 'home'. James Callaghan, the Home Secretary, proposed to introduce a voucher system to control the inward flow. The Conservative opposition was divided, but Hailsham decided to support Callaghan. Both their speeches were of studied moderation and magnanimity. Both did much to cool the fevered atmosphere. Hailsham's liberal instincts were brought to the surface by the controversy, and Callaghan sent him a note of appreciation that same afternoon. 'Don't whisper it to anybody-but if you were always like that you would walk away with the leadership'.
Hailsham felt sure that when the Conservatives were returned to power he would be offered the Home Office. But when the Party won in 1970, Edward Heath made him Lord Chancellor. In a sense it was a crowning honour. It meant he was head of his own profession. He was in the best possible position to guard the independence of the Bar and the judges, which to his mind was crucial for the defence of English liberties. But it also meant that he would never again be at the centre of political power. He held the office for two terms, under Edward Heath from 1970 until 1974 , and under Margaret Thatcher (F.R.S. 1983 ) from 1979 until 1987, making him the longest-serving Lord Chancellor of the twentieth century.
The ancient office of Chancellor is an anomaly. He is a member of the government, he is also a member of the legislature as Speaker of the House of Lords, and he is the head of the Judiciary and entitled to sit as a judge in the highest court. He is thus an active member of all three branches of government. So long as the holder is of a conservative cast, as Hailsham preeminently was, and is willing to play the constitutional game of making it work, the anomaly did not matter. But as soon as the Lord Chancellor tries to exercise political power, as at least one of Hailsham's successors has been tempted to do, the anomaly is exposed and the cry for a Minister of Justice is heard. Hailsham did not try to play politics and kept the wellbeing of the profession at the front of his mind. He was therefore liked and trusted by lawyers and judges, with the exception of a single sad episode. That was a mishandled dispute with the Bar over legal aid fees which ended up in the Lord Chief Justice's court. The case had to be stopped when it became apparent that the Lord Chancellor was going to lose, an unthinkable result.
Hailsham chose not to try to reform the Bar, solicitors and Bench. The indefensible practices and old-fashioned ways were allowed to continue without intervention or even serious criticism from him. The grievance that the public felt about the expense and delays of the legal process was aggravated to the point where radical reform rather than gradual change became an imperative. It is significant that the liberal reforming instincts that Hailsham harboured in many political things did not extend to the structure of his own profession. He had a romantic attachment to the English way of administering justice in which he had grown up, and could not really bring himself to think of changing it.
He was Margaret Thatcher's Lord Chancellor for eight years. Their relationship became a close personal one. She treated him like an elder statesman entitled to deference, and did not hector him as she did some of her colleagues. On Hailsham's part, he first thought her radicalism was too extreme and too much influenced by Keith Joseph. But later he came to admire her courage and resolution. She was perhaps the only politician who made him change his mind by force of argument. He was a man who rarely modified a view, once taken, but she moved him to the Right. Only after he had retired, on her gentle prompting in 1987, did he think her judgement had become too black and white and, in the end, that she had been overtaken by hubris.
Mary Hailsham had died in 1978, leaving a husband whose grief seemed inconsolable. But by degrees the preoccupations of the Lord Chancellor's office and the support of his children, of whom Mary Claire, his eldest daughter, acted as consort, brought him to an even keel. In 1986 he married Dierdre Shannon, an old family friend, who dedicated the remainder of her life to caring for him with selfless devotion.
Hailsham wrote and broadcast throughout his long public life. He was a member of the BBC Brains Trust team and often crossed swords with the redoubtable Professor C.E.M. Joad. He wrote constantly for the daily press, particularly the tabloids. But his other writings were far from ephemeral. The Dimbleby Lecture for 1976, entitled 'Elective dictatorship', forecast with grim accuracy that little by little the House of Commons would surrender its independence to a tyrannical executive, and that by similar degrees its members on the government side would become 'lobby fodder'-a phrase he himself coined.
Of his longer works The case for Conservatism was the most considered. It was published as a Penguin Special in 1947 with its Labour counterpart, Labour marches on, by John Parker, and was much the more substantial of the two. Written in powerful and sometimes purple prose, it expounded the principles of Burkean Conservatism and their application to contemporary politics. It bears reading again today. The door wherein I went (1975) and A sparrow's flight (1990) are two essays in autobiography. The earlier book is the more original and interesting. Its first part contains the author's speculations on religion and philosophy, and includes a candid account of his journey back from godlessness to the faith of his childhood, a faith that he never again lost. A sparrow's flight was written without checking a single reference and is flawed by inaccuracies. But in spite of this, Hailsham tells the story of his extraordinary life in a straightforward and disarming way. His other shorter writings on political and philosophical topics are of less substance.
Quintin Hogg was a man of exceptional gifts and strong emotions. His emotions showed and he was incapable of dissimulation. Like his hero, Winston Churchill, he was given to displays of extravagant behaviour. Harold Macmillan and others of his contemporaries who tended to repress their emotions took this as a sign of a want of judgement. But because he never exercised supreme political power it is impossible to say whether they were right. There is room for doubt. Margaret Thatcher's personal assessment, not lightly to be disregarded, was that he always got the big things right. If he had become Prime Minister in 1963 the Conservatives might have made a better show of office than they did under Sir Alec DouglasHome; and the political life and times of the 1960s would surely have been more exhilarating than they turned out to be.
He was a child of his time. That time was the Edwardian afternoon before night fell in 1914 and the world changed irreversibly. It was a time of simple beliefs and principles by which to live, learnt for the most part in the nursery. At least that was so for the comfortable middle classes that formed his own background. Having these principles and beliefs ingrained from childhood, he held to them for the rest of his life despite the social, political and spiritual upheavals that he witnessed and experienced; despite, too, the apparently inexorable decline of his own country. He was a patriot and a man of unwavering loyalty and integrity.
